objectless, more blind and more absurd than the blind fate of antiquity,
incoherence for the sake of incoherence, applied to each and every
manifestation, heavenly bodies, the earth itself, vegetation, the soul.
There is one alternative: to believe!"
Jacqueline shook her head.
"Absolute incoherence. Father," she murmured.
"Was your love for Francois part of this universal absurdity? When
you became aware of each other, knew that you loved each other, did
you not feel that you were destined for each other?"

The Father called Jacqueline "Madame," but referred to the dead
man by his Christian name; he seemed to have acquired, by means of
his daily prayers, an intimacy with Frangois that astonished Jacqueline.
She passed her hand slowly across her eyes.

"If there is one love in the world that cannot be held to be absurd,
then nothing else can be so!" said Father Boudret, rising.

He went to the window, and opened it. The early spring evening lay
over the garden, its box borders, its newly planted flower-beds. The
evening was mild. Before darkness set in, lights were beginning to glow
from the windows; a wide, low murmur rose from the city.

"Does all this give you a mere feeling of incoherence?" asked the
Father, as he gently propelled Jacqueline towards the window. "As for
myself, Madame, in spite of the suffering sustained by my human
brothers, I love the life that the good Lord has created. The sense
of its incoherence begins, and I know it well, in the face of death. It is
precisely to overcome it that God has given us faith."

As Jacqueline shivered, her eyes unseeing, lost in contemplation as she
endeavoured to reconcile her own sorrow with the world, Father
Boudret closed the window, returned to the middle of the room and
said: "Beyond Reason there is Revelation. It is not only we who affirm
this; the Hindus know it too. We say: Faith is the miraculous instru-
ment which God has placed at the disposition of His creatures to raise
their vision, their understanding, and their sorrows to a higher plane.
All great theological systems are similar in this. Every human being
who has perfect Faith is perfect; can indeed only become perfect
through Faith."

Jacqueline turned her eyes to Father Boudret.
"It may well be that you are right. Father," she said.   "You must
be right."

At this moment the door opened, and a high voice cried, "Mama!"
And Marie-Ange halted in confusion at the sight of the Dominican.
"Come in, darling, come and say how-do-you-do to the kind Father,"
Jacqueline said.

Father Boudret sat down so as to be at the same height as the child;
he took her on his knee.

Jean-Noel and Marie-Ange in general showed a certain revulsion to
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